
71?e moft lamentable Tragedie 

Noir afore God,this reuerend holy Frier, 
All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

In. Nurfcwill you go with me into my Gofer, 
To hclpc me fort fuch ncedfull ornaments., 
As you thinke fit to furnifh mc to morrow/ 

Uffib No not till Thurfday, there is time inotigh. 

Fa, Go Nui fe,go with hcr,weele to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt. 

Mo. We (hall be fhort in our prouifion, i 
Tisnow nearenuihr. 

Fm Tufb,I will ftirre about, 
And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee wife: 
Go thou to luhet y hc\ pe to decke vp her, 
lie not to bed to night,let me alone: 
lie play the huswife tor this once,what ho* 
They arc all forth,well 1 will vvalke ray felfe 
To Countic Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againll to morro w,my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this fame wayward Gyrle is fo reclaymd. 

Exit. 

Enter Iuliet andNnrfe. 

In. I thefc attires are bcft,but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thec ieaue me to my felfc to night: 
For I haueneed of many oryfons, 
To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my ftate, 
Which well thou knoweft,is crofTc and full of fin* 
Snter U\4other. 

Mo. What are you bufic ho?necd you my hclpc? 

In. No Madam,we haue culd fuch Decenaries 
As are behoofefull for our ftate to morrow: 
So plcafe you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you, 
For I am fure you haue your hands full all* 
In this fo fudden bufineffe. 

<JMo* Goodnight. 
Get thee to bed and reft,for thou haft need. 

Exeunt, 
h. Farewell; 


of Borneo and Iuliet. 

Ia Farewc!!,God fcnowes when we fhall raeetc agatne> 

Ihaiteafaint co!dfeare thrills through my veines, 

That almort freezes vp the heate of life: 

He call them backc againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe , what fhou' d fhc do here ? 

jVly difmall Iceane I needs muft aft alone. 

Come Violl,what if this mixture do not workc at all? 

Shall 1 be married then to morrow morning? 

No,no,this fliall forbid itjie thou there, 

What if it be a poy fon which the Frier 

Subtilly hath mimflred to haue mc dead, 

Lead in this marriage he fhould be diflionourd, 

Becaufe he married mc before to %smeo* 

I fcare k is,and yet mc thinks it (hould not, 

For he hath (hll bene tried a holy man. 

How if when 1 am laid into the Tombc, 

I wake before the time that %omeo 

Com/to redeemc m?,theres a fearful! poynt: 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the Vault* 

To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayrc breaths in* 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if I lmc,is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Togithci with the terror of the place, 

Asm a Vau!te,an auncicnt receptacle. 

Where for this many hundred ycarcs the bones 

Of all my buried aunceftors are packt, 

Where bloudie Tybalt yet but grecne ia earth, 

Lies feftnng in his fliroude,where as they fay, 

At fome hourcs in the night,fpiiits refort: 

Alack ) alack > is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathfomc fmcls, 

And flirikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That luring mortalls hearing themruntnad: 

Oif I ws-lkcfliall 1 not be diftraught, 

Inuironcd with all thefc hiciious f earcs, 

And uwdly play vvich my forefathers k>y nts? 


